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ORIGINAL MORAL TALES. | quires their death. If you doubt their guilt, swear| others, expressed his opinion freely and ingeniously 


| upon my assertion—I pronounce them equally guilty—| on the subject which now engrossed the attention ol 

| 1, who read the human heart as readily as you can) every one to whom the disclosares of Mary Burton 
INTOLERANCE. | decipher this scroll. Swear any thing against them,) had béen communicated. When his friend Sorubiero 

A DOMESTIC TALE OF THE YEAR 1741. | and it will be believed; for such is the panic in which | departed in company with the magistrates, Ury turned 

‘your brief disclosures have thrown these sapient in-|/ to Howard, and remarked, with more than usual ani- 

,quisitors, that they are ready to swallow the inéit ab-| mation——— 

” _ __ | Surd and ridiculous inconsistencies. * These poor deluded wretches were providentially 

Mary Burton endured a most rigid examination) + Jy your first examination, you implicated no} preserved from the perpetration of one crime, that 
from the gentlemen who visited her for that purpose, | white person but those of the family. In your future) would have sunk them into irretrievable perdition. 
as mentioned at the conclusion of the last chapter ; ‘examinations, recollect yourself, and gradually re-) They did not rob me of my pupil.” 
but, with all their legal address = Oe cant to mind several whom I shall name to you, the!) « Thanks to the gallantry of her tutor,” replied 
= = — chien tamer emanate ths — _enere -_ Rnatigntess of Ge alleged consp!-| Lavinia, with a glowing cheek and sparkling eye. 
Saeaaas cay a ae y jracy. The foes of virtue, the enemies of liberal to-| « Fle was the robber who cheated the flames of thei: 
ing subject of the conspiracy. She solemnly pro- Jeration, must be removed, and you are the chosen] anticipated prey.” 
nt tron age te Pts dlp sae nls of henven to me ~- tag iinet 7 4 Sacrilegiously snatched a lamb from the sacri- 
aes ory | earthly recompence be wanting. To the governor S| fice” exclaimed Marshall, * A Jewish rabbin would 
sincerity. promised hundred pounds I now add ten, which you! jaye been content with its heart.” 

There was one of the party, however, who had ap-| wil! find enclosed. Others, through me, willdo the) ,, T! 1 2 ave al hi ' 
parently paid little or no attention to the examination. | same. Thus, while you avenge the injured, you will| oe iristian priests must sauna or _ ng, 
This was Sorubiero, who either sat absorbed in con- enrich yourself. Remember the power, and eaeiinedl observed Mrs. Benton, with a significant glance at 
templation, or amused himself by scribbling with a’ jnstructions of Messen.” her ene. . 
pencil, during the whole tedious process. He might To this singular letter was appended a list of names! | = The Remich peleste you monn, enathes, ehesrwen 
have been suspected of taking notes of the proceed- —together with a personal description—including se- young Beaten, who had been amusing himeelf in eli- 
ings, had not the total abstraction of his manner, at- yeral citizens of high character for talents and oe bon — pr-eadnedlong. > prada 9-egh mange 
titude, and countenance, rather indicated a mind ein- spectability. Among those in whose fate the reader chase, “ Ste clergymen of ous page epcege 
ployed in securing and arranging some poetical im-| Po. fet sotere, ry o4 tag aay nese church only take a tenth of a man’s income. And 
: ; : iy A nterested, were John Ury and Edward| even that is considered quite unsufierable by our vul 
ages of its own Creation. | Kelly. The former was to be accused, not only of an! oar farmers. It is indeedeI pledee my veracity.” 

On being left by herself, Mary could no longer re- active participation in the conspiracy, but also of be- . “s , Ca wring 
strain feelings which had been so cruelly excited by ing a catholic priest, and exercising in this city the ® ; ” 
her unfeeling inquisitors, but gave vent toa passionate | + superstitious rituals of the Roman church.” Sing service of saving her niece's life, one Lavinia ; 
shower of tears, which atforded immediate relief to! + You must swear,” added her mysterious adviser, | but, for my single self, I feel I am under an obli 
her swelling bosom. She still reflected, however, « that you have seen this Jesuit at Hughson’s very of- 
with sensations of the keenest anguish, on her pre- ten, particularly about the last holidays; that you apa ere reendpance- hapa "ane oa 
sent unenviable situation, and arose suddenly from have heard him converse with the blacks about the’ Ep A RNS RI 
her seat, for the purpose of trying the efficacy of ex- pot, and advise them to burn the fort, and massacre! |. wer wont thereof, take the — snk Uiaschalt. 
ercise in restoring her mind to its wonted composure. the inhabitants who attempted to interfere. But,| gaily tapping Ury on the shoulder. ‘This inconsiderate 
She had not proceeded half across her little apart- above all, you must recollect his repeatedly offering | and -tiened quotation, Rewever, Sed ne ssener os 
ment before her eye was arrested by a paper, which to give them absolution for all their sins, especially open bie Tipe, yor he wenld Gave gladly seesiies i; 
had evidently been thrust through the iron gratings ‘that of the conspiracy. You know my knowiedge,| for it would be difficult to determine which of threc 
of her window, as it lay between the lower bar and and may safely swear upon my assertions. Ury is to 
the window-sill. She eagerly seized it, and it is be a captain of a company of negroes, and is to fire 
doubtful whether surprise or curiosity was most pro- | the house where he lodges with his own hands. He the first to speak. “I remember the fate of one who 
minent in the mind of this agitated girl, when her ‘forcibly swore you into the plot, and made you kiss 
eye caught the superscription of the mysterious note, a crucifix. He also offered to baptise you, after the 
and rested on the name of Mary Burton. She hastily manner of catholics, but vou refused the offer. These 
tore it open, and read as follows : facts may have escaped your memory, but they ac- 

** Til-fated, imprudent girl! Your weakness and jtually occurred, as you must not fail to recollect 
wresolution have, in a moment, blasted the glorious when under oath. Your life depends upon such re-| 
hope of freedom which animated a score of my poor, | collection. Sarah Hughson and Willian Kane will) “ I bave not the least doubt of it, sir,” returned 
enslaved and persecuted countrymen. A dieadful | confirm all vou say.” || Marshall, with an alacrity that evinced his wish to 
death awaits those you have betrayed, and doubt not! The first impulse of this poor bewildered girl was change the subject. ** And when lieutenant Howard 
that a thirst of vengeance will actuate them, and their | to show this letter to the magistrates, and ask their! gives me a passage home, I shall seize the earliest 
surviving friends, to effect your destruction. For my ||advice. Had she followed this honest dictate of sim- | opportunity of being so astonished.” 
single self, I entertain no such feelings towards you; | ple reason, she would have avoided the fatal snare so|!| ‘ Permit me to make one of the party—captain, 
for my safety, you are already aware, no human | artfully laid for her innocence. But the bait was too! will you not?" said Lavinia. 
igency can affect. I forgive, pity, and wish to serve | tempting for her weakness to resist. The ten-pound| « Would to heaven yor were in earnest !" exclaim 
you. Obey my instruction implicitly, and not only) note was in her hand, and, perhaps, many others in| ed Howard, starting upon his feet. When, suddenly 
will your life be safe, but wealth and happiness will) reversion. Besides, this mysterious Merlin, she most checking himself, he sunk into his former state ot 
1wait you=dare to disobey them, and a most horri- || religiously believed, possessed supernatural powers, | abstraction. 
ble death will be the inevitable consequence. You and that a certain and horrible death would follow} 
know my power—therefore be wise. || her betraying him. All these considerations combined,|| The praise of the envious is far less creditable than 

‘“* The Hughsons must all be implicated—father, | induced her at length to pocket the bribe, destroy the) their censure ; they praise only that which they can 
wother, and daughter—all must die—remember this | letter, and comply with its infernal commands. | surpass, but that which surpasses them they censure 
in your next examination. That arch Cyprian, Mar-| The unsuspecting Ury, whom we left at the gover- } He who will not be satisfied with a competency 
garet Kerry, mast share their fate. Your safety re-'\nor's, in conversation with Howard, Marshall, and’ will not with a redundancy. 





CHAPTER XV. 





* | know not how my aunt may appreciate the ti 


gation to my worthy tutor, which nothing on earth 


| persons—whether Lavinia, Ury, or Howard, felt and 
| looked most embarrassed on the occasion, Ury was 


would have soared to heaven, * and yet, for all his 
wings, the fool was drowned.’ ” 

“ That is just what Garrick says in the charac 
ter of Kichard,” observed young Benton, to the evi 
}dent relief of all parties. “ It would astonish you, 


" 


captain Marshall, to see Garrick play. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


THE UNCLE IN THE CASKET. 


Mr. Heimer, av old rich miser, and an odd fellow, felt 
that his hour was come, and therefore wrote to Adolphus, 
a very poor nephew, whom he always before neglected, to 
ask him to visit him, promising to make him heir to all his 





possessions. 
day, and reaching the little village, the residence of his 
uncle, early on the fifth morning, went to the Violet, the 
only inn in the place, in order to dress himself better, and 
make inquiries about his uncle. The landlord answered, 
shrugging up his shoulders, “‘ According to all appearances, 
Mr. Heime! was near dis end. 
sensible only for a few hours each day, and is likely, says 


Mr. Sclineidab, the village barber, and physician, to depart | 
Since peace, instead of the better times we, 


this evening. 
hoped for, a pestilence-rages here which destroys even the 
child in its cradle. My cousin, the smith, who was so 
strong that he might have been used like a beam to force 
open the church door, is gone to heaven yesterday-evening, 


and Schneidab, who is not easily frightened, begins to lose | 


courage. He believes it to be a radical pestilence, intend- 
ed only for the benefit of the sexton, who, like an enchant- 
ed executioner, sees three dead bodies before him instead of 
one, and cannot heave in and out fast enough.” 

The young advocate shuddered at this information; he 


felt that it was necessary to make haste, and demanded | 


wine and a barber. Schneidab appeared, in persongto do 


honour to the stranger. 


but was silenced with suds, and, “ My duty, your honour, I 
am always ready.” Adolphus blew away the seal of soap, 
and said, ‘ Fortune favours the brave.” “ Your servant,” 
said Schneidab. ‘ The doctor cures, but heaven governs all 
things. There is Simon, the smith, whose beard I have 
just shaved for the last time 
contents of my shop, even to my patent water, and every 
thing has failed. With my patent water, sir, between us 
be it said, IT cured, last spring, a whole company of volti- 


I have given him the whole 


geurs, ill of the jail fever, But so it is, when the messenger 
of death is sent, no horses can carry the victim beyond his 
reach,” 

“The devil,” roared the advocate, 
wake the dead.” 

“Presumption must suffer,” said Schneidab, consoling 

iim. 

“Ves,” said Adolphus, “but it is not worthy of death, 
and you cut as if you were disposed not only to take my 
chin, but my head off.” 

At this moment the young helpmate of the smith ran into 
the room. ‘ Haste, haste, Simon, my husband is again 
awake, and is sitting up in his bed and scolding, because 
The barber looked 

atisfactorily at the razor which had recalled the dead, bow- 
ed to Adolphus, and followed the helpmate of the smith to 
stop the bleeding of her husband. 

Adolphus was bleeding like the smith, and exclaimed, 


the blood is running down his chin. 


‘Cursed bungler, you have not only cut bot infected me: 
no doubt the same razor that roused the sinith to life, inocu- 
lated me with the contagion.” 

** Do not believe it,” said the landlord, entering; ‘‘ metals 
de not carry contagion, and my Maiaga is atall times a spe- 
vifie against it Adolphus ashed more particulars of his 
nucle 

“You will find with your uncle a faithful old house- 
keeper, and Albertina, an orphan, who lost her left eve by 
a ball entering the window ina skirmish, but who continues 
to set both youth and old age ina flame with the right, as it 
it were a burning-glass, and this without wishing it, for 

Finchen is a pertect example.” 

With a heart beating so that it might be heard, Adolphus 
Albertina. Her noble 
form, and her remaining buraing-glass, made the loss of 


entered his uncle's house, and met 


the other to be over looked. The geutle goodness of ber spi- 
rit played about her face, and seemed independent of its 
form, though in truth it was, with the exception of the eve 

beautiful, ‘Mr, repeated Albertina, as he 
named himself, “1 will announce you immediately; 


Adolphus,” 
for 
you are expected impatiently, and will be heartily wel- 
Thank heaven, said the deserving heir to himself 


come.” 
lo her he said some flattering words as she ¢isappeared, 
ind then prayed that heaven would preserve his uncle's 


Adolphus lost no time, but travelled night and | 


Since Wednesday, he was | 


Adolphus apologized for employ- | 
ing the guardian angel of the place in so humble a manner, || 


Your razor would 


| heart favourably disposed towards him. Albertina opened 
|, the door and bid him enter; in a moment he was at the 
|| bed-side. 

|| Old Heimel was perfectly sensible; he thanked Adol- 


|phus in a friendly way; praised his blooming appearance, | 


|| assured him he had inquired after him, and heard nothing 
jof him but what was good, and therefore had made him his 
heir. Adolphus stammered forth his earnest thanks. ‘“ Not 
said the other; ‘‘it is with condi- 
I am to be buried in the church- 


I} 
| too 800n, not too soon,” 
; bear them first. 





|| tior 


yard here, and you will receive the interest of eighty-thou- | 


|sand thalers,if you promise, before the magistrate, to repeat 
|piously the Lord’s prayer once a day over my grave till 
ithe end of your life. 
receive a fourth part of the inheritance, and the remainder 
||is to go to the hospital, the guardian of which will keep a 
| good look out that you perform your vow. 
|serious disease, testified by two surgeons, is to excuse you 
| fro is duty. The testament lies ready with the magis- 
|tradlitaxe time, therefore, to think, for every condition is, 
‘early or late, a clog on the enjoyment of that good with 
|| which it is combined. Why did my uncle curse me, you 
| will say, with this condition? Why did he poison tor me the 
wine he was no longer able to drink himself? | answer, jus- 


benefit of the town in which | gained it, in which | went to 
school and grew up to manhood, On the boundary of the 
| dominion of death, you shall be at least reminded, once a 
\day, to raise your thoughts to the Giver of all good, and | 
wish to save the soul of my heir from the rocks of worldly 
| perdition. Go, my son, | am weak.” 


the old man, and now accompanied Adolphus to the door. 
In the confusion of his feelings, he seized her band, and 
asked what she advised. She blushed, and answered, “1 
cannot believe that you will be guided in so important a 


matter by the advice of an ignorant girl.”"—* Oh, yes,” an-| 


swered he, “ your situation bere makes you a triend, aud 
the good sense of your answer belies your pretended igno- 
The powers of fate announce their decrees with 
She replied, 


rance. 
pleasure by the mouth of innocent maidens.” 
“ Turn to our Father in heaven; prayers bring power and 
knowledge, and we then select, as if by inspiration, that 
which is best.” 

Adoiphus left her with a grateful squeeze of the hand 
He was disposed to follow her advice, but his wishes were 
earthly. ‘‘ Eighty thousand thalers,”’ said he, * or rather 
the interest of this sum, is in truth a key to earth’s heaven; 
but what is the priee! The condition separates me for ever 
from all which can sweeten life, or render it lovely.  Sup- 
pose | might, with switt horses, reach the capital tor a mo- 
ment, to strengthen my mind in the cirele of beauty and in- 
telligence, it can only be for a moment—like a solitary 
moonbeam through the darkness of a wintry night; and I 
lose all, if any accident happens to me on the road. Is there 
a bitterer cup than this eternal monotony —this seeing al- 
ways the same faces, part expressing vulgarity, part signi- 
fying a mixture of rudeness, and knowledge even more in- 
tolerable than vulgarity. Can any thing be worse than to 
live with people who spy out every morning what | mean 
to nourish my body with at mid-day, and who treat every 
deviation from their own customs worse than the inquisi- 
tion treats heretics? Yet, even here I may find friends, 
hearts allied to mine, though different ia age, situation and 
habits. But how soon is conversation exhausted; how does 
the daily return of the same materials dimimish the charms 
of society! Whatever happens to the town, falls on me asa 
part of it. The inheritance makes me like one of its Lowers 
and when I fall sick, Mr. Sehneidab, the village barber, will 
hasten as a messenger seut by the fates to deliver me into 
another world, 

In this manner, till late in the evening, did Adolphus 
weigh his situation, and as he was going to bed, Albertina 
came to announce the sudden death of his uncle. This news 
made him pass a sleepless night, and at times to be almost 
out of his senses. He imagined that the amiable Albertina 
elided into his chamber, and begged earnestly of him to be 
pleased with the litthe towr—that she delighted him very 
much—that she made his staying there the condition Gf ob- 
her favour—and that she offered him her sweet 
He then imagined 


tuning 
mouth to seal the contract with a kiss. 
himself, with her assistance, counting heaps of ducats, and 
he thanked heaven for the golden shower, and tor the lovely 
bride. He embraced her with one arm, aud lifted a sack o! 


If you fail once, the informer is to | 


Nothing buta 


|tice demands that my property should be expended for the 


Albertina had remained in the room by the command of 


|| thalers in the other. A cry of fire awoke him, the warm 

living image was fled, and the landlady burst into the room 
| to save her wardrobe, which was safely stowed in the best 
| chamber used for the guests. The cry of fire ran through 
the house, for not one who could breathe but joined in the 
alarm. 


Adolphus sprung out of bed, descended to the street, and 
saw the house of his departed uncle in flames. He reached 
it just as Albertina, with a box of valuables, came out, w hich 
she gave him as his property, and then hastened back to se- 
cure her own, and came not again. Adolphus felt how 

‘much he was indebted to her. and pressing through th: 
|| burning house, found her in a court yard, clinging to a tree, 
which protected her for a moment from the flames. “I 
ain lost,”’ said she, “‘save yourself.” He, however, sprung 
j|to her, the flames, as it were, following him, and making 
| his retreat impossible. The hot air already made it difti 
cult to breathe, when he discovered, that, by climbing tix 
tree he might escape over the wall. With the arm of love 
strengthened by fear, he dragged the maiden up the stem 
and along one of the overhanging branches, and then drop- 
ped her safely on the opposite side of the wall, and jumped 
afterher. Here they stood in a neighbouring garden, and 
first thanked heaven for their escape. Albertina then extin 
guished the sparks on his waistcoat with tears of gratitude, 
but he kissed her as he had done in his dream, and then 
led her to a place of safety. 

When the fire was extinguished, which did not tak: 
place till the house was consumed, Adolphus returned to 

, bed, and slept nearly as sound as his uncle, whose corpo 

| real part had been reduced by fire to a heap of ashes 
Albertina had found it, and had secretly conveyed it away 
In the morning his body was sought, for the will made it 
necessary to have it buried; but all in vain, not a bone was 
to be discovered. Albertina, however, sent in secret a cas- 
ket to Adolphus, and wrote with it— 

“If the accompanying casket serves, as I hope, to fires 
my noble assistant from the heavy conditions which ow 
departed friend imposed upon his heir, this latter will then 
only pray with more fervour over the ashes of his benefac 
tor, which now lie in his hands."’ Adolphus blessed in hi- 
heart her ingenuity, then weut to the magistrate, who wa. 
full of thought, and knew not who he could bury in Heimel's 

For a grave they must have to fulfil the condition: 
Adolphus, however, said,—** You undoubted], 


place. 
of the will, 
‘know before hand what [ mean to say to your worship 
| You know that a nonentit, cannot be buried, and that I car 
‘not be bound to pray over a grave where my uncle is not 
entombed ; and, at the same time, his testament making 
me his heir, remains perfectly valid. A law suit would evi- 
‘dently last longer than your lite, and probably not be finish 
ed before the day of judgment. Far be it from me, how 
ever, to wish to injure this esteemed pleasant town, the cra 
die of my good fortune. I therefore resign in favour of it- 
hospital, a third part of the property left by my unck 
For this, however, you will give me permission to send 
your good wife some of the newest fashions from the city 
where I mean to take up my residence.” 
Seldom has a treaty been sooner ratified than this was 
eratiinde o: 





and the heir got away with difficulty from the 
the magistrate, toseek out Albertina. She struggled against 
the embraces with which, in his joy, he overwhelmed her 

they the the 
quite unheard of; but Adolphus spoke with a flatterins 
tongue, and on a subject not usually ungrateful to a maid 


might be mode in city, here they were 


en's ear. She pretended, indeed, not to believe him, as i 
she regarded it as impossible, with the failure of her eve, to 
please a man who was so entirely without fault, and st 
concealed her wishes with common maiden-like excuses 
The gay people of the little town, however were, soon a! 
terwards invited to Adolphus’ marriage feast. He place« 
without the knowledge of the bride, the casket with thy 
ashes of the now blessed uncle under his pillow, and was 
thus enabled to offer the promised prayers daily with 
greatest convemiency. 


LIVERWORT TEA, 


Asa cure for consumption, continues to be highly 


commended. Take a double-handful of the plant, wash it 
clean, and pour half a gallon of boiling water upon it, and 
then let it simmer an hour and a half. When cool, it may 
be drank several times a day. The leaves and stems on!s 
should be used—not the roots. 
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AMUSING COURTING SCENE. 


The Western Monthly Review for December, has the fol- 
lowing amusing courting scene : 

The business was enacted, as we have said, by moonlight, 
and whether fate had so ordered it, or whether the frogs 
were obliged to suspend their melody to wet their whis- 
tles, we dare not pronounce—but so it was, that when the 
lovers commenced in alternate strains, they were as still as 
death, and not the slightest noise was heard, but the never 
ending creakings of the catadids. Thoroughgrabb saw, that 
if he did not take up the strain, Violetta would have the first 
word. Therefore, after divers wanual movements, and 
flourishes of oratory and pathetic, as preludes of what was 
to come, he laid his right hand on his left breast, standing 
a little inclined towards the fair maiden, and resting the 
greater weight of his body on his left foot, and with an ac- 
companying cast of his eyes—not towards heaven, for they 
were too deep for such a movement, but towards the shag- 
gy parapet of his eyebrows—uttered the following words, in 
a tone of sepulchral tragicality ; 

‘‘Violetta Lillietta Tabitha Kilbear, perditioa catch my 
suul, but I do love thee.” 

More said he not, but more essayed to say. Violetta, 
incontinently impatient, waited not to see if he had more 
to say, but forthwith replied in alternative verse : 

“Oh! Thoroughgrabb, art thou not fickle, as the rest? 
Men are lighter than floating cork. But, Thoroughgrabb, 
mind you, marriage is a serious business. Is this foolish 
talk one of your flourishes, or am I, in good truth, to receive 
it as a declaration of love’? Please to tell me in plain Eng- 
lish, what you want of me.”’ \ 

‘Immortal powers, forgive the vile necessity that clothes 
high thoughts of love in plain and common words.” 

* You are right, Mr. Thoroughgrabb, if you have any 
thing to say to me, say itin plain Kentucky English.” 

“Weil, Tab, I love you, and want to marry you. Will 
you have me or not?” 

“IT reckon, Mr. Thoroughgrabb, I will. But whife man 
very uncertain, as the Indians say. I want you to put it 
down on paper, or say it afore evidence, thac I can take the 
law on you if you don’t keep your word. I reckon onc 
must be sharp to deal with such as you.” 

“Why, as to that, Tabitha, if I warn’t in the mind, | 
veckon | needn't say so.—As to taking the law of one like 
ine, that’s right funny. Excellent wretci:! I do love thee. 
Let the stars bear it and the sea ‘sg 

* Call me a wretch again, you villain, and I'll throw you 
into the lake! Tell me, in earnest, do you ax me if I will 
marry you!” 

“ Dear, angelic maiden! [ do. I'll swear it. Let the stars 
hear it, and the sea I say yes, I will marry you— 

“ Though Damon as the morning stars were fair, 

* And you more treacherous than the stormy sea ; 
* He constant, you more fickle than the air, 

* Vet would I live, and love, and die with thee. 








‘Ravishing words! peerless maiden! how base is gold! 
how miserable lands and tenements, compared with thee!’ 

“Hold, Mr. Thoroughgrabb. There's another thing | 
must know. I ax you now, if you mean to make me tote 
water, like a negro, and dig the taters, and milk the cows, 
and tend the babies, and work like a dog in doors and out.” 

* That's as you bebave, Tab, | mought, and then again, 
I mought pot.” 





DISAPPOINTMENT. 


When the shades of solitude have encompassed a man :| 
when the voice of passion is silent, and the song of pleasure 
has ceased to vilrate on his ear; when reason is restored to 
her throne, aud every avenue is open to reflection ; then, if 
ever in his days of boyhood he was betrayed into some fol- 
ly of which he has in vain repented, or led into some error, 
the consequences of which he must for ever deplore, the re-; 
membrances of those days will rush upon his mind; those | 
scenes will be re-acted before hiseyes ; memory will only add 
intenseness to the pang of guilt. Disappointment is in itself 
bitter; but when the remembrance of past follies is added 
to the scene of present suffering, it fills up the cup of agony. 
But the medicine, though bitter, is salutary, and should be | 
drank withouta murmur. If thou hast lost the bope most! 
dear to thy heart, seek not to overpower the voice of con- 
science by the noise of the world’s folly, or to drown the 
memory of thy disappointment in the tide of dissipation; 
Sut ponder on the vanity of earthly pursuits, and it may be |’ 


.that thy disappointments will lead thee to Him, who chast- | brate in the bosoms, and sound sweetly in the ears of count 


happiness here, must feel that it is elsewhere to be sought. 


There is something in disappointment that forcibly leads | poetical excellence should be questioned. 


| eneth whom he loveth. For he who has lost his hopes of less tribes, or spread through countless tongues. They are 


instructive from their moral influence, even though their 
In the day ot 


the mind to reflect on the delusive nature of earthly plea- | national adversity, they become rallying points for patriot- 


sures, and the necessity of fixing its hopes of happiness ov 
a firmer basis than the vanities of this world, While the 
first burst of grief continues, we may be tempted to murmur 
against the hand that has smitten us, 
removed the poignancy of sorrow, when we can look around 
with calinness and resignation, and feel that the hopes we 
indulged are blasted for ever, then we turn with disgust 
from the objects of our former desire, and seek for those 
which are more worthy of our affection; as the ivy, which 
has wound itself around some prop, when that is removed, 


But when time has | 


ism and freedom-geeking exertion. Though the harp ts 
hung upon the willows, the wild winds still whistle, awaken 
ing harmony among its strings London Rev 


FROM THE PAWTUCKET CHRONICLE 
TUB GREEKS, 
The ladies of this village have just completed their truly 
charitable labours for the Greeks, in which they have beeu 


most assiduously engaged for the last two weeks. During 


will entwine itself around some favourite object, and scek a | that time, we are happy to annoutice that they have made 


more faithful support for its broken fibres. Who can experi- 
ence the perfidy of asupposed friend, and not feel thathe who 
puts his trust in man leaneth ona broken reed ! Who can be 
present at that solemn scene, when man goeth tog long 
home, ** and the mourners go about the streets,’ and not 
realize that ** man cometh forth like a flower, and is cut 
down?” Yes! there is language in disappointment, louder 
than the thunders of heaven ; for it speaks to the heart, and 


not tothe ear. Oh! he who has lost his hopes of happiness 


five hundred and fitty garments to clothe that destitute 
people. The ladies at the village of Vally Falls, have, in 
the same time, made two hundred garments intended for 
the same benevolent purpose. More than two thousand 
garments have also recently been made by the ladies of Pro- 
videuce for the Greeks; the aggregate of which will form 
a donation that cannot fail to be highly acceptable to the 
persecuted and almost naked victims of Ottoman oppres 


sion in the Grecian isles. It is, indeed, a bounteous offer 


here, must indeed feel that they are to be placed on a more jing of philanthropy, by the hands of that sex in whose bo- 


firm foundation than this earth can afford. 





} FROM THE BOSTON STATESMAN, 


Painter.— What attitude will you be painted in, miss? 
Lady.—Bilu attitude, sir. 


I saw her picture. ‘Twas a young, 

Fair creature, with a mantle flung 

Abou: her gracefuily. The light 

Fell on a brow of spotless white, 

And stealing by a lip of rose, 

Slept on her breast in calm repose 

As if the very sun and air 

Could think i blest to slumber there. 
Her mouth would craze you. Loves aud graces 
Alene should know of such sweet places : 
it was the ripest, rosiest mouth 

That ever sham'd the scented south— 

It had no corners—dimples deep, 

Like nests to put her smiles to sleep, 
Usurp'd them all—You'd long to dic 
Among those dimples, like a sigh— 

Or be the leaf her lip had bit— 

Or the last word, to lie on it, 


I saw the lady. “ I should know 
"Twas she’’—the painter told me so— 
Her mouth was like an awkward gas!) 
Just made upon a winter squash ; 

Her eye was black—but you would doubt 
The socket must have tura'd it out; 
Her face was not of just the dye 

To make a contrast for the eye— 
"Twas like an ink spot on a drum— 
Or like a pudding and a plum— 

Or like a face that you would mak« 


With two black buttons and a cake 

+ * . * * * ® 

Now, “ did you ever?” ‘Pon my word 

Poor human nature grows absurd | 

To flatter all the world’s Aunt Polly— 

To make a shrew look melancholy — 

To take them all—Tom, Bob, and Sa!, 

And paint them * intellectual” | !!— 

*Twould drive a fat man to despair ! 

John! where's my picture ’—Hang you '—there ' 
Cuts bis—picture’s—throat, and exit.) Cassius 





POPULAR POETRY. 


Sir Philip Sidney said, that one of the old ballads of Eng- 
land, though repeated only by a poor blind beggar, shook 
his spirits more than the blast of a trumpet. And for our- 
selves, we must confess that we have no recollections more 
vivid—none more delightful, thanthose which are associated 
with the minstrelsy of nations. Human happiness, spread 
over the mass of mankind, is, of all objects, the most touch- 





ingly beautiful ; and human happiness, decorated as it were States of America 


with all the adornings of music and poetry, has something 
in it, which, if it reaches not the sublime, is close upon the 
borders of sublimity. The preservation of a popular song, 
from generation to generation, is, in itself, an evidence of 


soms sympathy always dwells, where distress may ever ap 
peal with an assurance of relief, and will truly bless those 
who give and those who receive the bounty 

We have been favoured with a copy of a letter, which 
was deposited in the box containing the garments sent from 
this village, written by Mrs. Carpenter, a lady of Central 
Tallis, who, with a number of others of that village, assisted 
in making the clothes for the miserable Grecks. The letter 
speaks the feelings of the ladies of this community, and 
does much credit to its author. The object of publishing 
it, is not for the purpose of displaying to the world that we 
have talents as well as industry among our female class 
but to show with what pleasure aud commiseration then 
feeble aid has been bestowed on a suffering Christian peo 
ple. The following is the letter: 

United States of America, April 2%, 102 
THE LADIES OF PAWTUCKET, RHODE-ASLAND, TO THE 
LADIES OF GREECE 


CurisTiaNs AND FRIENDS—Information having reached 


us of your extreme sufferings and distress, occasioned by 


the ravages and devastation of your property by the Turks 
by the continual fear of falling into their hands, and by the 
more horrible recollection, that many of you have friends 
and connexion, vow held in captivity by, and suffering at 


| the hands of your most barbarous enemies—this intelli 
| gence to us, who have ourselves been oppressed by forcign 


tyranny, and our country overrun by a powerful foe—who 
were, by the a § stance of Almighty; God, enabled to throw 
ow the yoke of bondage, and are now enjoying the bless 
ings of both civil and religious liberty, could not but awaken 
in us the most lively feelings of sympathy 

The ladies of this place, in the spirit of that religion 
which we profess, have made up, and will send with this 
letter by the Grst vessel, five hundred and filly garments 
which we request you to receive as a small token of sinceri 
ty in our expressions of sympathy. We pray they may do 
you much good. You have been bound in chains of Turkish 
tyranny for more than four and a half centuries, and we do 


' most fervently pray that these chains may soon be broken ; 


and that peace and happiness may again dwell in your once 
highly favoured land. We would exhort you to persevere 
in your undertaking, 


Look back to ancient Greece, and witness her greatness 


trusting im God tor your support. 
and splendour. Look forward to your independence, and 
you behold her rising to her original glory. What we have 
said to you, we would also say to your fathers, busbands 
brothers, and sons; and may the God of battles protect and 
bless you May he strengthen your hearts and nerve your 
arms; and that you may ultimately prevail, is the ardent 
prayer of every person in this villare, and in these United 
Naxcy Watcorr Canpenter, 
Secretary of the Greck Committee 





A foreigner perambulating the strects of London wouki 
have strong reason to believe that Mr. Peel was one of the 


its innate value. Men take no care of that which they do most odious and unpopular ministers that ever existed, In 


not esteem ; and some merit or other must attach to those 
compositions which are treasured up in the memories, vi- 


almost every book-shop window is to be seen a placard o; 
paper thus ominously written:—* Peel's Criminal Acts 








5A8 THE NEW-YORK MIRROR, AND LADIES’ LITERARY GAZETTE. 





THE REPOSITORY. | looks grew less wild; he burst into a passionate fit | “And nebody ever had more of thai. Give mec 
‘of weeping, and, by degrees, became composed) (six of your bouquets, my dear; my children are so 
enough to make his acknowledgnrents tothe humane fond of violets, and never have they prized any as 

[Mr. Monris—From the London Repository of Arts, 1 snectators who had shown such interest in his mis-|) they will do these.” 
saghe ana oe rain for public apr Mirror. fortune. | She twisted a wn of thread round six of her fairy 
te preserve hve sent for pbntion inte Miro. | ye dives soon came, and one of them descended s¢8aYs, and presented them to him.—He deposite 
the Seles, and the divers finding, on desce nding to search Without loss of time. Never did I witness such an them carefully in his bosom, and slipped es 
for it, a box full of gold, actually happened in Paris, in | intense anxiety as the search excited; if the fate of '™° her hand ; then, without waiting to hear the ac- 
the month of February, 1826. I think your lady readers | every one present had hung upon the success, they. knowledgments which she began te pour forth, took 
to his heels as if his bag had been made of feathers. 


—E — 





will be pleased with my selection. } ! could not have testified greater interest in it. Soon : ‘ : apes 
A SCENE ON THE PONT NEUF. |he reappeared, bringing up, not the bag of silver, but The girl looked after him with pleasure dancing in 


If the French do not follow, in all respects, the!|® email wen ten. Rens remap J aonhen apen, and ny ee = 5 cachet ated 
precepts of the gospel, at least it must be confessed fount to be fell of twenty-franc ploces in geld; they} “ = lle ae etal to ive ” cried she with 
that they yay due regard to the apostle’s injunction, || “°T° cove counted, sed found to amount to nearly) mitaws 6 ; , , *s oi will t 

7 pa agit é \twelve thousand francs, about four hundred and fifty, V'¥@C"Y for that good man » money will burn my 
‘* Weep with those that weep, and rejoice with those | pocket till I get home to give it to my mother. Oh! 


that rejoice.” [I have seen a thousand instances of | | pounds sterling. ith d ul 
thie dipesition but I do not know that I ever wit There were “three divers, who, overjoyed at their _ = eae ced wp ivepr na 
, " 


nessed one with more pleasure than that which I am | gned Gprane, specdily divided the prince emong them-/ ee si — —— h 
ehiont tn oulats. \| selves, and directly afterwards another descended in| The reader will easily be eS vat my age ase 
fi ' . es || search of the porter’s bag. This time he returned) as speedily made; the poor girl's purse was some- 
I was crossing the Pont Neuf, which, be it said by} | thing heavier for it, and I had the pleasure of think- 


way of parenthesis, is the most misshapen, ugly, clum-| } With it in trimmph. The poor fellow could scarcely | 
m ts % P | speak when they put it into his hands. On coming | ling that [ contributed, in a small degree, to reward 
sy-looking bridge I ever saw in my life; but this, one 


he P j 1 of to himself, he cried with vehemence, **God reward! the goodness of heart she had so unequivocally dif- 
must not say to the Parisians, who are as proud of it 
ws ie me . 7 I ; .’\/you; you know not the good you have done—I am | played. She hastened home with her little treasure, 
and the dirty ditch-like river that runs under it, as if 


he one were the master-picce of nature 1 th |the father of five children—I was formerly in good | and I returned to my lodging to put my violet into 
a . pga tenga '| water, promising myself, as I did so, to be a frequent 


inden Creneies a Meine eens ote | circumstances, but a series of misfortunes reduced! 
C . g . » ) » q > . » = 4 ” ‘4 

“| me to the greatest distress.—All that I had left was || customer to the little nosegay-girl of the Pont Neuf. 
me whether we had any thing like it in London. I) 


aa 9° jan irreproachable character, and that procured me 
answered, ** No,” with great emphasis and equal sin- || 


my present situation; I have had it but a week. To- 
cerity; but as a Frenchman always construes what 

' day I should, without your help, have lost it. My wife, 
you say into a compliment, if it be possible, he|| 


professed himself enchanted with my candour, and| my eetren, wants Rave heen anpesed to a the Ser- Att who are conversant with the early history oi 

invited me to dinner on the spot. | rors of want; they would have been deprived of a hus-, Panes dente Seat ceo 7 setae aititianeue 

Mais revenons a nos moulons! 1 was crossing the | hand anda father; fer never, on, never, could 5 have | were siien years ago, before the power of the abori- 

Pont Neuf at the moment when a porter belonging| ee ee eS ee eee eee eee * es broke . ds bdued, fre tly laid waste 
| you who h: ave saved usall; God will reward you—he|| ies 4s Droken and subdued, frequently tat wa 

to the bank of France, pretty well tired of the wei; ght | idine While he tht saline wane te || and desolate by the incursions of the Indians, who, 

he carried—it was a bag containing nine thousand a sciokpmstingnoiti, oy Sg '|not content with pillaging and destroying whatever 


Sistieis te cirenecstenned (0 cen te if by | || his pocket, and drew out some francs. ‘ This is all - t iodine teil it} 
: r—stopped to rest himse y le : y lay sir way, mark iT ;W 

Pt vy le: ining I have, ‘tis very little, but tell me where you live, and), property lay in their w ay, marked thei ootsteps with 

| blood, and made captives of all whom glutted ven- 


against the parapet wall of the bridge; but at the’ \to-morrow—" “ Not a farthing,” interrupted they 
moment he did so, his valuable load, either from | with one voice; and one of them added, “ Stop a bit; il geance or caprice induced them to spare. 
4 
a8 or gyre slipped out of his hands | let me talk to my comrades.” They stepped aside || It happened in one of those incursions that a young 
and fell into the Seine, which is very deep just in : : : be wife s hi ; 
2 |man named Bird, with his wife and child, an infant 
that spot. || for a moment; I followed them with my eyes, and ] jeiete ane caamaaae aoacaaaee ar eo The 
Never shall I forget his look of despair. He made|*”. by their gestures, that they listened to their com- | 0 @0out six mon , Sa ’ . 
a movement as if to jump over; and It li z iq Pamion with emotion. ‘We are all of a mind,” said | quantity of plunder in posse “a0 . _ me age a 4 
over; and, 4 believe, would||), ‘ [in the assistance of the unfortunate father and mo- 
have effected is parsece bet for the as | hes returning with them. * Yes, my friend, if we have ||!" 
iat sai ot - ‘" li © presence Of! heen serviceable to you, you also have been the cause | ther important, their lives were spared for the sole 
mind of a girl, a little delicate-looking thing, about | : Dos isti i arryi i 7 7 
sixteen, a violet-seller, who, claspine | iting |of our good fortune: it seems to me, then, that we ppespase of Sesisting in Cairying it off: they — 
sin, eiteh der hak, ethleh rclasping herarms around | gust to share with you what God has sent to us|shown their burdens, and directed to follow. The 
iim, cried for help, which, in a sti fer panty 7 ne . mr se ci anc 
“ , ~ spe Py 7 ye eet was offered, \through your means. My companions think so too, mother, knowing the fate which in these circumstances 
og . . ~ others seize = he struggled jana we are going to divide it into four equal parts.” awaited her infant, should it be discovered, contrived 
. ate “ -~ o ’ “ 3 . - : 
hes aa on y + — tt Mm me go! to conceal it from her inhuman captors; and having 
erie 1¢; “Tf am ruined for ever'— y wife, my : . ; . 
wrapped it up in her burden close to her breast, jour- 
children, what will become of you?” A multitude of | “®5 drowned by the acclamations of the spectators. PP F : d J 
d : ”” | Generous fellows !"—« Much good may it de you!" -!'mneyed by the side of her husband towards the wilder- 
voices were raised at once, some to console, others | ness, sorrowing no doubt, but invoking the aid of Him 


— —* The same luck t times!” re-, 
to inquire; but above the rest were heard the clear | ; uck to you many more times : 
. . “ > a! arm can succourthe most unfortunate 
My friend, S0Unded from every mouth. There was not one pre- hose almighty , , 
— and deliver in the greatest peril. 


ind silver tones of the little violet girl: *! 
sent but seemed as happy as if he or she were about , , 7 : , 
: After travelling from sunrise till late at night 


have patience, you have lost nothing.” : : 
“ Nothing! O heavens!” to participate in the contents of the box. I defy the | ; , 
Nothing eavens ! through a long summer's day, the party arrived at an 
‘Indian village, and the captives being secured, the 


most determined misanthrope to witness the touching 
Indians threw themselves on the ground, and were 


in bringing it up.” soon asleep; but it may well be supposed that Bird 

* She is right,” resounded from a number of voices, wr his wife, even after so much facigue, felt little 
and from mine mong the rest; and in an instant The money ta divided, and, maugre lis excuse, disposition to close their eyes. How they might es- 
half a dozen ran to fetch the divers. Those who | the porter was forced to take his share. The gene- cape, alone occupied their thoughts; they matured 
remained, exerted themselves, each in their way, for |OUS divers went their way; the crowd began to dis- gir plan and pnt it in execution ; but to escape re- 
the solace of the poor porter. One brought him a Pe!se; and the porter still lingered, and I had the cu- capture required more vigilance and resolution than it 
small glass of liqueur ; another a little brandy; a third “sity to remain in order to watch his motions. He, required ingenuity and ‘strength to free themselves 
come eau ds Cologne ; and four or five presented the approached the little violet-girl. “Ah! my dear,” from the cords that bound them. They, how ever, set 
grand specific, sugar and water. The little violet- tied he, “what do I owe you! but for you it had out, and, with their helpless babe, which, as by a mi- 
gitl had been before all the rest in administering a been all lost with me. My wife, my little ones, must racle, they had still succeeded in preserving unno- 





THE CAPTIVE BOY. 


“ But who is be that yet a dearer land 
Remembers over the bills and far away?” 


The porter would have remonstrated, but his voice 


* No, no; I tell you no. Let some one run for 
the divers: there is no doubt that they will succeed | P!tre of happiness arising trom motives so disinte- 
rested and so pure, without thinking the better of | | 


poor calumniated human nature. 


cordial ; and, perhaps, hers was the most efficacious, thank — —— ticed, began at midnight to retrace their steps; but 
me glass of pure water, which she held to his wem- Ma foi! it is not worth mentioning. Would YO" before day, fatigue, anxiety. and want of nourish- 
bling lips, and made him swallow. “Drink,” cried Ve me stand by and see you drown ‘yourself ? a ment, so completely exhausted them both, that they 
she, “drink it up; it will do you good.” Whether“ But your courage, your strength! could one have found this dilemma placed before them—the child 
it was the water, or the kind and sympathetic manner expected it from so young a girl?” | must be left in the wilderness, or they must remain 


with which it was offered, that relieved him, I know | | “Ah! there is no want of strength wherever there} ‘and perish with it. The morning was already streak- 
not, but certainly oue of the two had its effect, for his iis good will.’ ing the east with gray, and they knew that their flight 
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———————X—_———————— ——_ 
must have been already discovered ; they knew, too, own pursuits, and to delight in blood and treachery ;| 
the characters they had to deal with, and that to es- || and that between the natural passions, affections and | 
cape, there was not a moment's time to be lost. Dis- } dispositions of men, there is no difference, except} 
tracted with opposing resolutions, a sense of duty to/| such as is created by education and custom. 
themselves finally prevailed over the parents’ fond- | 
ness ; the mother, for the last time, pressed her inno- | 
cent offspring to her breast, bedewed its unconscious-| 
ly smiling cheek with tears, and set it down on the 
green bank of a little tinkling rill to perish, where, 
as she cast a last languishing look after she left it, 
she saw it scrambling after the flowers that grew|) Par shadows of evening are thickening, twilight 
around it. ‘closes, and the thin mists are rising in the valley; 

r = ; . 

The father and mother escaped to the settlements, | the last charging squadron yet thunders in the dis-| 
and Mr. Bird speedily collected a large party of his) tance, but it presses only on the foiled and seattered | 
neighbours, and returned to the spot where the child} foe. For this day, the fight is over! 
had been left, but it was gone; and in the lapse of | And those who rode foremost in its fields at morn- | 
years, blest with riches and 2 numerous progeny, the |ing, where are they now? On the banks of yon little | 
— cones ty Crenp arm hele best bey. ‘stream there lies a knight—his life-blood is ebbing 

waren pe acmrnagped nape omited upon the harvests,|! faster than its tide. His shield is rent, and his lance 
when, in a treaty with a distant tribe of Indians, an) i, broken. Soldier, why faintest thou? The blood, 
article of which bound them to deliver up any Cap-) that swells from that deep wound shall answer. 
dives Ghat entgne he te Gate eee wey Sunes | It was this morning that the sun rose bright upon) 
into the charge of the commissioners on the part of|], . : : F ‘ ; | 

. ; .. || his hopes—it sets upon his grave. This day he led 

the whites, with the declaration that he was a white, |! . ; - 

, “Shi ithe foremost rank of spears, that in their long row 
found in infancy upon the very spot where young|| ‘ ; 

: 2 : : levelled—when they had crossed the foe's dark line, 
Bird had been left. He was sent to his parents, who}! ers. : 

. ; : | death shouted in the onset! It was the last blow that 
immediately recognized him by a remarkable scar'| 
: |reached him. He has conquered, though he shail not | 


on his right hand, which he had received in his fa-|| : é 
Ss , triumph in the victory. | 
ther’s house. > 


: : is br - nted—his helmet has the trace 
The measure of his parents’ joy was full, but the! His breast-plate is din ; 
‘of well-dealt blows. The scarf on his breast—she 


ny 


boy wandered through the rich possessions of his fa-'| 1A chink but to touch it now, whe placed ic there! 
, ; : . | would shr ut to touch it no 0 place re! 
ther without a smile. His bow and blanket were his)” ar 7 P 





' 
| 
| 
FROM THE AMULET. | 


THE SUNSET OF BATTLE. 


Qui riman V' elmo, e la riman }o scudo, 
Lontain gli arnesi, e piv lontain I’ usbergo'!—Aricsto. 





ais ‘ai oa ' ; ! 
only jov. He despised alike the dress, the habits and | that her knight died worthily. 


the luxuries that were proffered him; and his mind} fet a oe 
constantly brooded over the forest scenes and sports|} AJ» rouse thee—for the fight yet chafes in the dis- 
in which he had passed his boyhood. Vain were all) 


the attempts to wean him from his native habits; and} 
!'to mock the purple clouds above it !—prostrate they | 


as vain the efforts to obliterate the recollection of his) : : 

adopted home from his mind | While persuasion and lie, drenched in their dark red pontethy friends and 
indulgence were alone resorted to, he modestly re-|,CMemies—the dead and dying! The veteran, with 
sisted; but when force was tried, and he was com- || the suripling of aday. The nameless trooper, and 


pelled to change his blanket for the garments of civi- |) the leader of an hundred hosts. Friend lies by friend. | 
lized life, and his favourite bow for a book, he grew| The steed with his rider. And foes, linked in their 
sullenly discontented ; and, at last, was missing in his'| long embrace—their first and last—the gripe of death. 
father’s house, and seen, the same evening, arrayed | Far o'er the field they lie, a gorgeous prey to ruin ‘| 
in the Indian garb, crossing a distant mountain, and White plume and steel morion; sabre and ataghan; 
bending his course towards the setting sun. / crescent and cross; rich vest and bright corselet—we 

: ii ht, as we had come toa feasting—glo- 

wards of twenty years after this ev came to the fight, as we £ 
“ er pay i be nae on ‘rious and glittering, even in death, each shining war- 
Mr. Bird and his wife, now advanced somewhat in| re £ Sg: ’ g 
or lies. 


years, removed to a new settlement, where Mr. Bird! "'™ ' ‘ A 
| His last glance still seeks that Christian banner. 


had purchasd a tract of land, ata great distance from || 
their former residence; and while a more commo | The cry that shall never be repeated cheers on its last 
m sidence ; ¢ mmo- J 


dious building was erecting, they inhabited a small charge. Oh, but for strength to reach the fleld once 


hut adjacent to a thick wood. One day, when the old “Fe !—to die in the foe's front ? Peace, dreamer ! | 
lady was left alone, the men of the neighbourhood , Thou hast done well. The place in me close rank 
having gone to a distance of several miles to assist at | '* illed—and yet another waits for his who holds it. 

a raising, she saw, from her door, several armed and, Knight, hast thou yet athought—bend iton heaven! 
painted Indians approaching her. Alarmed, but re-| The past is gone; the future lies before thee. Gaze 
solute, she seized a hatchet, and ascending a ladder |O® yon gorgeous sky—home should lic beyond it! 

into the loft of her dwelling, drew it up after her, de- | Lifehonour—love—they pass to Him that gave 
termined to resist to the last. They entered, and them. Pride—that came on like ocean's billows— 
finding their efforts to entice her down were in vain, see—round thee how it lies, mute and passive. The 
laid down their rifles to ascend after her. But the! wealthy here are poor. The high-born have no pre- 
first hand that was thrust through the trap-door was, cedence. The strong are powerless; the mean con- 
severed from the arm at a single blow by the intrepid tent. The fair and lovely have no followers. Sol- 
heroine, and an alarm being given at the moment, dier, she who sped thee on thy course to-day—her 
that the whites were coming, the Indians retreated, blue eye shal! seck thee in the conquering ranks to- 
and disappeared in the woods instantly ; while almost morrow, but it shall seck thee in vain! Well! thus 
it the same moment Mr. Bird and his party came’ it is thou shouldst have died !—with all to live for. 
in sight. | Wouldst thou be base to have thy death a blessing ? 


But scarcely had the deliverer of her life approach-| Proud necks shal! mourn for thee—briglhit eyes shall 


ed, before Mrs. Bird's eye caught sight of the severed weep forthce. ‘They that live shall envy thee. Death! | 


hand, and lo! there appeared before ber the scarred, glory takes out thy sting. 

sight hand of her eldest son ! The shades of night are drawing on—soldier, thine 
Such is the story of the Captive Boy, and from it, eyes are darkening. A last ray of the sun yet les 

{ draw the inference, that it is habit that endears the, upon the distant hill—even as he sinks, thy soul shall 

savage to his wilds; that it teaches him to love his: follow him! Sce how thy steed feeds beside thee. 


|| Soldier, what will thy mistress say? She will say |) 


|tance! Thy friends are shouting—thy pennon floats | 
on high. Look on yon crimsoned field, that seems, 


‘His dark eye falls mildly on his master—and he 
jpauses. Poor wretch! thine instinct sees some wrong, 
|yet knows it not. Browse on, and heaven, which 
guards its meanest creatures, send thee a kind pro- 
tector ! 

| Warrior !—Ay, the streani of that rill flows cool; 
but thy lip no more shall taste it. The moonlight 
that silvers its white foam shall glitter on thy corslet, 
when the eye is closed and dim. Lo! now the night 


| is coming—the mist is gathering on the hill—the fox 


steals forth to seek his quarry—and the gray owl 
sweeps whirling by, rejoicing in the stillness. Oh, 
soldier '—how sweetly now sounds thy lady’s lute— 
j|how fragrant are the dew-sprinkled flowers that twine 
round the casement from which she leans! That 
lute shall enchant thee, those flowers shall delight 
thee, no more. 

One other charge ?—Soldier, it may not be. To 
thy saint and thy lady commend thee! Hark to the 
low trumpet that sounds the recall! Havrk to its long 
note—sweet is that sound in the ear of the spent and 
routed foe ! 
| The victor hears it not. When the breath rose 
that blew that note, he lived—its peal has rung, and 
his spirit has departed. Heath !—thou shouldst be a 
soldier's pillow. Moon! let thy cold light this night 
fall upon him. But, morning !—thy soft dews shal! 


| tempt him not—the soldier must wake no more. He 


sleeps in the sleep of honour. His cause was his 
country’s freedom, and her faith. He is dead! The 
cross of a Christian knight is on his breast—his lips 
are pressed to his lady's token!—Soldier, farewell. 





A LONDON FOG, 


A London fog is a sad thing, as every inhabitant 
of London knows full well; dingy, dusky, dirty 
damp; an atmosphere black as smoke and wet as 
|steam, that wraps around you like a blanket; a cloud 
lreaching from earth to heaven; a * palpable obscure,” 
which not only turns day into night, but threatens to 
extinguish the lamps and lanterns with which the 
‘poor street-wanderers strive to illumine their dark 
ness, dimming and paling the “ ineffectual fires,’ 


| until the volume of gas ata shop door cuts not a bet 


ter figure than a hedge glow-worm, and a Dutchess’: 
flambeau would veil its glories to a Will-o’-the-wisp. 
A London fog is, not to speak profanely, a sort of 


| renewal and reversal of Joshua's miracle; the sun 
| seems to stand still as on that occasion, only that it 


now stands in the wrong place, and gives light to the 
Antipodes. The very noises of the streets come stifled 
and smothered through the suffocating medium; din 
is at a pause; the town is silenced; and the whole 
population, biped and quadruped, sympathise with 
the dead and chilling weight of the out-of-door world ; 
dogs and cats just look up from their slumbers, turn 
round and go to sleep again; the little hirds open 
their pretty eyes, stare about them, wonder that the 
night is so long, and settle themselves afresh on their 
perches. Silks lose their gloss, cravats their stiffness, 
hackney-coachmen their way; young ladies fall out 
of curl, and mammas out of temper; masters scold, ser 
vants grumble, and the whole city, from Hyde Park 
corner to Wapping, looks sleepy and cross, like a 
fine gentleman roused before his time, and foreed to 
get up by candle-light. Of all detestable things, 2 
London tug is the most detestable. Mouthly Magazine 





MEMORY--A FRAGMENT. 


Memory, that mirror which affection daches to the earth, and look - 
ing duwa upon the fragments, only beholds the reflection multiplied 

I seated myself on the old trunk on which I had so often 
rested—I cast my eyes over the surrounding landscape— 
the sun was sinking, and the water seemed blazing with its 
refulgence ; the mild, the balmy breath of evening swept 
across my face—the distant call of the boatinen fell upon 
mine ear. Such a breeze hed I felt—such sounds had } 
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a . ae — 
on an occasion so important, have often been known to re- | ways displaying a wonderful fecundity of talent, and a vi- 
the same as when I last were there—the very shadow sort to the base hope that they might recover their recollec- | gorous pencil in tracing his unfettered thoughts. 
of the elms—the solitary bird that swept its lonely way tion—kill, or care, however, have managed rather by i The opening of the book is a leaf of nature itself. 
through the sky—the form of the clouds that hung golden- chance than by medical advice, presuming that should they “The sun was sinking in the west, when a stranger seat 
fringed around the setting orb—they were there—unchan- | make a fatal mistake, the pattent pew be silent upon the sub- ' 64 himself on the summit of one of the Cheviot hills, and 
zed even in the minutest circumstance. 1 looked towards ject. We shall not extend this article at present, but may joked anxiously on the land below. The apple was red 
the banks of the stream; there, and on such an eve, had | occasionally improve upon the hint here given. ‘and ripening on the tree; the nuts were brown in their 
wandered with Mary; there had I felt her leaning on } _ ‘husks; the rowans’ bitter bunch hung glossy amidst the 
my arm in all the confiding gentleness of affection; there CAUSES OF BLUSHING. green bough; the wild plums grew in black and powdery 
had my heart throbbed wildly with delight, as I gazed “gee A young man from a neighbouring county, of correct clusters ; the sweet green junipers were in full flavour ; the 
her; and there, alas !—and even in that blissful moment did habits, grave deportment, and an unchangeable counte- nest of the wild bee was filled with honey ; and hill, wood, 
the conviction that it was the happiest hour of my existence nance, who taught one of our district schools not long and dale, showed that summer had fulfilled all the pur 
cast its mist over my enjoyment. Every word she uttered since, was asked by a man with whom he was boarding, POS¢S for which nature had given 9s light and warmth. He 
rushed upon my memory; even the very thoughts of the | « If he ever blushed?” He replied, with the utmost gravity, °@™, too, the sickle in the hands of the reapers, moving be- 
moment came fresh and glowing before me. I could almost jy his usual slow and deliberate manner of speaking, “ There neath the ears of yellow corn ; the husbandman rubbing the 
fancy I again heard her voice, and, as it were, instinctive- a1, only two things that make me blush—one is, to appear heads in his hand, and looking if the grain was round and 
ly turned to meet her look. The illusion vanished—the jefore the Northampton school committee—the other is, "pe; and he heard a song, which gave an image of the sea- 
fairy web of fancy was broken, and | awoke to conscious- ¢, ask a young lady for her company.” North. Gaz | 80, from the lips of two maidens, who bore out food to the 
ness, and an aching—a despairing heart. | harvest field. The green hills presented a similar pictur: 
The avenue of elms, through whose thick foliage, en- LOVE. of pastoral abundance. The sunward sides were white ove i 
wreathed with woodbine, the sun’s rays now shot, next | with flocks; shepherds walked among them, thinking on 
Love is that noble, genial, and warm affection of mind, the romantic rivulet bank where the folds stood, and where 
excited by amiable objects; which, while it exalts the soul, they could see the maidens at bughting time; from the 





a a BZ “ht 
heard, often—often in purer, happier hours! All seemed }) 





caught my attention. On the same spot from which I now 
took my sad glance in the perspective of memory, often 
had I sat, anxiously expecting to see the form of her, my | Communicates inexpressible delight to every part of the cheese presses was taken the well-formed and well-pressed 
heart’s loved one, hastening along that path. How often, human frame. It is the soul of virtue, ‘the divinity that. curd ; and the master of the household weighed the fleecc 
stirs within us,” the grand enjoyment of superior natures; | which his flock had yielded, and calculated the growing 
in a great portion of which mankind are suflered to parti- | wealth of his possessions. Away on the stranger’s left roll 
—the rude hand of time seemed to have spared even the Cipate. It was the spring of creation, and continues to sup- |ed the wide and restless sea, with all its winding outline of 
simple hedge-flower—but where was she who first render- | POF it. From this source, an infinite variety of streams | coast; and en his right, many a feudal castle displayed its 
ed that scene dear to me? I cast a wild look around me—| ranch forth. It is piety, devotion, philanthropy, charity, banner, while he arms of the warders gleamed bright in 
in vain!—and I felt the chill of loneliness rush deathlike | bemevolence, friendship; and, in fine, it is that passion the descending. sun.” 


on beholding her, had I started from my seat, to greet her 
with the kiss of affection! Not a charm of nature had faded | 





over my heart! | peculiar to the human species, which, from its superior love- As an example of the inventive, we shall transcribe the 
Reflection—the gift that constitutes man’s fatal superio- | liness, obtains the very name of love. | account of the sea-nymph's abode : 
rity over the rest of the creation, by teaching hin to san “ They now came to where the unfathomable ocean open- 


that for some time I perceived not the change that had immense domain right in the centre of the sea, walled all 
taken place in the heavens. Clouds, black and heavy, about with liquid walls, and roofed with the magnificent 
were gathering thickly together; the last rays of the sun ocean, pure, and of a transparent green. In the centre ot 


up the extent of his wretchedness—so absorbed my senses, FOREIGN LITERATURE | ed wide its bosom, and drove back its waters, forming an 





Selected. 








shot blood-red between them ; the rain began to fall in large | ~~ the whole stood a palace, reared with polished pillars of jas- 
and rapidly increasing drops, and all told the approach of | SIQ MICHAEL SCOTT, | per, hung with festoons of shells and pearls, and lighted by 
a terrific conflict of the elements, I arose and turned to | BY ALLAN CUNNINGHAM. | a fire which gleamed up from the ground. All around lay 
seek some shelter; the loud thuader burst in awful peals | | monsters of the deep transformed into sea-green marble; and 


OF this boundless romance, it is not easy to speak in the || 
language of criticism, to the laws of which it does not hold 
itselfamenable. “I have now seen—says the hero at its 
close—the dark hell, the bright heaven, 
earth, and all that it contains.” 


above my head, and the lightning shot its vivid rays around 
my path—emblem, too faithful emblem! of my present lot! 
A few hours, and your powers will be spent, and serenity 


the way which led to the portico was wrought like the skins 
of fish in solid silver, mottled over with gold. Sir Michael 
passed over the threshold, and said, ‘ Peace be with the im- 
again preside—but when shall the storm cease that rages in and the greev | mortal forms which dwell in the great deep, and may nought 
the brain? When shall serenity return to the withered, the These sights, conceived | eyi} ever intrude among them!’ As he spoke, ten thousand 
broken heart ? and described with the wild and imaginative powers of Allan jasper couches, which were empty when he entered, were 
Cunningham, make the exuberant work before us. The) ged with forms of surpassing loveliness ; ten thousand sea- 
FROM THE NORTHERN LIGHT. a of ane me probably be a but, whoever | maidens, in the bloom of youth, came with the speed of light, 

‘ , ae oves to dwell amid enchantments, marvels, Gothic legends, | > , and set the whole palace: 
IMPORTANCE OF GOOD NURSES. witcheraft, allegories, and superstitions, will find ample coumeaie iewbeun. ae could not but aa in si- 
Some time since, incompany with an eminent physician, , SPace, and verge enough in these volumes. They may, in- || lence for a minute’s space or more on the splendour of the 
ve, in expatiating on the importance of good nurses, said,! deed, be called a sort of British Arabian Nights ; sometiines |palace and the beauty of its inhabitants. There they sat 
that on that circumstance, more than on medicine, depend- reminding us of the impressive features of Goethe's Faust, ,on their glittering couches, their locks shedding a light like 
ed the life of the patient. He remarked, that as a medical ®t other times sporting with creatures of lighter aspects ; | that of the sun, and their snowy necks and shoulders, look- 
man, he must protest against that interference in prescrip- but generally founded upon, or regulated by, traditional |ing like wreaths of snow touched by the light of the morn- 
tions that usualiy take place from too many kind friends, lore, and reviving many fire-side stories of the olden time, ing; while on all sides, underfoot and overhead, architec- 





proposing each their cure-all nostrums, before time had | Yet hardly disbelieved in the ruder parts of the country. — ture had wrought its miracles, uniting marbles and spars ot 
been given for the operation of the regularly prescribed | Having noticed the characteristics of this production, it all colours, and blending them into one curious and harmo- 


medicine; some of which would, in their nature, possess will occur to our readers that it is quite impossible to com-| pious whole. On the walls were shown many wondrous 
opposite qualities. Ile therefore observed, that all per- “municate to their minds any adequate idea of its ensemble. scenes, painted from the processions and ceremonies, the 
sons wishing to experiment in sickness, should, for the time, | When a tale goes straight forward, as a crow flies, we can joys and the loves, of the sea-maids; the colours in which 
dispense with the physician, as the paying for advice we do |render it perfectly intelligible; but if, on the wings of ge- they were limned scemed those of heaven. On one side, # 
not intend to take, is an absurdity, and an act in which we | nius, it moves with viewless rapidity, hither and thither, in monster stretched out his immense and scaly train, while 
cannot be justified, especially as relates to a sick friend, ore various figures than geometry could ever imagine, || two laughing sea-maids sat on his back, and with wreaths 
when his or her life may depend upon those on whose care like a swallow in the air—we lay down our pen in despair, ‘of shells and pearls crowned his dark head, and struck on 
Providence has cast them, and by whose injudiciousness and can only say to the inquirer, you must peruse the book. | jis sides to urge him through the sea; the monster threw a 
they may be sacrificed, All we can do in the present instance is, to exemplify the yjyver from his mouth, high into the sunny air, and glanced 
Few consider the respousibility that rests on friends and Vivid and poetical style in which the author paints alike his pack his small and swarthy eyes with pleasure on the maidens 

nurses, as well as physicians, in the case of the sick, as natural landscape and his preternatural scenery ; giveafew [E|sewhere a secluded and sunny nook of ocean was painted, 
weakness, and sometimes delirium, leaves them as quietly Specimens of the delightful matter with which he has inter- the waves all around the quiet bay seemed sleeping in gold 

at the mercy of bad management as the infant of a day, spersed his romantic vision; and make such other slight se- while in the middle six sea-nymphs were sporting amid the 
The physician above stated, declared his entire dissatisfac- lections as may throw a gleam, however imperfect, over element; their snow-white bodies shone brightly amid the 
tion with the manner of selecting nurses. He denounced, his general design. brine. One swam freely along, and her long tresses flowed 
as a serious and alarming evil, the too great inattention of The story is told of King James, who, instead of being amid the agitated water, like melted gold amid silver, An 

nurses and friends, when a physician is in the act of giving slain on Flodden Field, is saved by the mighty wizard, Sir other maiden stood up amid the sea, and shed her long hai 
his directions for administering medicine, forregimen, and) Michael Scott, and borne throughout all the regions of the into ringlets, showing, through the abundance of her locks 

for particular management of the case in question. He re- earth, under the ocean, into the fields of air, into the infer- the brightness of her brow, the whiteness of her bosom, and 
marks, that he has frequently been called back when he nal abodes, and into the mansions of the blest. Over this the dark sparkling of a pair of very deluding eyes. A third 
was leaving the door, to prescribe a second time, as the, wide and excursive range, 0Ur author travels with creative threw herself at full length on the pale green sea, and lay 
nurse and all the family had forgotten the most essential of fancy, and revels in the strangest vagaries ; occasionally motionless and still, sleeping like the light of the sun, which 
his directions. And this is not the worst of it, says he— without any very striking effect, or any distinct chain of gleamed iv long straggling lines through a neighbouring 
some, ashamed to gxpose to the physician their inattention, | connexion ; but also occasionally with potent magic, and al- grove on the water, nor did she move but with the impuls< 
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of the sea. A fourth dived perpendicularly down into the March of mind.—Ata female seminary in Connecticut, di- 
flood—the body descended like a sunbeam, and with its || plomas, premiums, and titles, have lately been conferred upon 
white beauty seemed to stain the element; while a fifth several young ladies, for excellence in literary attainments. 





sprung upward into the air, and the brine flew from her) Castle Garden.—Captain Chase has fitted up this popu- 
tresses in showers. The sixth sat on a rock, which sprang | jg, place of resort, in a very handsome manner. The rain- 
up amid the sea, shading the sun from her dark eyes with joy painted on the sweep of the gallery is really beautiful. 
her hands, and smiling in gladness with the delicious warmth | 
of the luminary. 

“Upon this scene of freedom and beauty, twoeyes were © 2 
seen to intrude from a neighbouring thicket; but whether CY 0? Saturday last! eee 
they were those of man or woman, the artist had left unde- Breach of Promise.—An inquest was taken at the court 
fined. Sir Michael looked around, and saw a painted scene of common pleas, held at Poughkeepsie last week, in an 
of another character: the sea was strewn with the wrecks action for a breach of promise of marriage. The jury gave 
of battle, the shivered mast, and the wounded body, and the fifteen hundred dollars damages. 
water was tinged with blood. Amid this scene of misery, |, 
a hundred white-armed sea-maids were busied in acts of 
kindness and mercy. One bore the corse of a handsome 
youth to the sea-side, and disposed it reverently among the 
shells which lined a little bay where human feet frequently 
came. A second bore a mangled corse into the bosom of the 
deep, and laid it in a grave dug amid the sand. A third 
bore up the head of a wounded mariner, when he seemed 
nigh sinking, and wafted him shoreward to his wife and population of sixty millions of souls. The increase has been 
children. A fourth, where the sea seemed deeply dyed. one third in twenty years. 
with blood, swam hastily through, her face glowing with Three wonders of Women.—The Weekly Times has the 
emotion, bearing an orphan child in her arms, whose parent following :—" At fifteen, women @cader whe they shell 
ed in battle, and left it to the mercy of the sea. The little take—at twenty-five they wonder whom they shal! get— 
innocent clasped its short arms around her neck in joy,and = and, at thirty ve. they wender who will take them.” 
with eyes beaming with affection, she bore the orphan as ae - , c 
away. A fifth sat on a rock of jasper in the bottom of the | Theatrical —tt is rumoured that the celchrated ¢ hasten 
sea, with the mangled bodies of many a gallant youth be- Canis ent ae cane, are engagen at oo aig hwy 
fore her; her hands were clasped, nae ey os rene Gand says that he is determined to put “ competition at defiance 
away from the sight, and her bosom seemed bursting with Park Theatre.—Cooper’s * 
sorrow for the wreck which human folly had wrought. A one of the leading London periodicals terms the Red Rover, 
sixth sat on the shattered remains of a mast, and amid the is likely to have asuccessful run. It is skilfully dramatized, 
floating ruins of battle warbled and sang, till the winds be- and has been produced in fine style. Taking it altogether, 
came hushed and still, and a kindly calm came on, and the | we think it is the best of the many nautical pieces that have 
wounded creatures were saved from the sea, whilst the lately been performed in this city. The scene, in particu- 
maimed ships washed their decks from blood, and retired lar, where the gallant bark of the Red Rover bears down 
with mingled lamentation and joy. On the fourth side of apon the boat, is as fine a scenic illusion, and as cleverly 
the palace were painted the grave and terrible forms of the an executed mechanical mane@uvre, as we ever witness« d 
ocean monarchs of old, figures of majestic character, and within the walls of a theatre. But this is not its ouly re- | 
severe beauty, from whose presence all unseemly mirth | commendation ; there is some fine acting in it, particularly 
fled, and in whose eyes shone the light which comes from Hilson’s Pichard Fid. His account of his crosses in love 
waven. They were those who ruled of old on the deep, , aad the narrative of saving the child from the wreck, wen 
when Jupiter and Juno reigned on Olympus, and their excellent. Messrs. Simpson and Barry, the former as the 
looks and glory were still preserved by the skill of the softer | Rover, and the latter as Lieutenant Wilder, acted with creat 
md more lovely race who inherited their empire. Before spirit and discrimination. Placide had but little to do as 
them, on an altar, was offered up the living body of that the magnanimous tailor, Hector Homespun; it need scarce- 
adventurous mortal who first invented ships, and launched ly be addcd, that that little was done well. But we must not 
them on the deep sea; and the fire which consumed him forget Mr. Povey, who as Sib, “the nigger,” made a “ gi 
was fed with the first oak on which man had laid the axe, gantic stride in his profession.’’ He certainly hit off the 
ind endowed it with power to carry him on the waters.’ | peculiarities of the children of darkness 
manner. 





Money.—We learn that upwards of two millions five 
hundred thousand dollars were paid into the banks of this 


Slander.—In a slander case, tried a short time since, in 
Georgia, the jury gave a verdict of ten thousand dollars for 
| 





the plaititi. 


burgh, contained five or six pounds of earthenware, neatly 
packed in pieces about the sides of the box. 





Russia. —According to the latest accounts, Russia has a 





glorious Tale of the Sea,” as 


ma very happy 


It is one of Mr. P.’s most felicitous performances 
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Lajayelte Theatre. —A grand military spectacle, entitled 





scsi, the Kuitle of Waterloo, was produced on Monday last. The 
I} Mirror.—Our readers may remember that when we house ** was a perfect jam.” 
commenced the publication of the present volume of the Chatham Theatre.—The doors of © litte Chatham,” as 





Mirror, we promised them four copperplate engravings . 
these are already before the public. In consequence, how- 
ever of an unexpected increase of patronage, we have re- 
~olved to add one more—a new and accurate representa- 
tion of the city-hall, drawn and engraved expressly for this 
work. A vignette title-page, similar to that of the last, will 
cccompany this volume. We trust that our exertions to 
please our patrons will not go unrewarded. 


Dr. Bartlett has it—are again “ hermetical!y 
t ommusk ation, 

Bowery Theatre—Villiam Tell.—There is something ra 
Hlis Vir 


‘gins, with all its beauty, depeads upon the utmost delicacy 


caled uv} 





ther melodramatic in the productions of Knowles 


of management, in the tourth act—and the mterest of sudua- 
| fon, in Wiliam Tell, hangs as much on the propriety and 
effect of entvances aud exits, 


semneenmae om and the conduct of those in 
Marco Bozzaris.—Mr. Halleck’s splendid ode, entitled as corrigible gentry known by the n: 





ue of supernumerarics, 


* » Pe > 2 . » ~eNni Ww 
bove, was recited at the Park theatre the other evening, | as on the taleuts and industry of the chief performer. To 
by Mrs. Hilson. We were totally at a loss which to ad- ' struggle against difliculties, however, is the province of gift- 
mire most, the poem itself, or the lovely being by whom it eq minds; and those who are ironically calied stars be- 


We hope Mrs. H. may be induced again to 
cpeat Marco Bozzaris. 


was s > 
s spoken cause they are nol stationary—but on the contrary carect 


through the theatrical heaven, with all the irregularity « 


Pictvre of Calvary.—Mr. Dunlap has completed his pic-) Comets, scattering, as the case may be, cither heit and ad 

iniration, or contusion and influenza— ist sulnait to thy 
|, common lot, or indetatigably drill their recruits iutoe order 
Here then is the difficulty of your histo 


ture of Calvary, which is now to be seen in the saleon over 
‘he Arcade Baths. 
- Se eR . , and symmetry. 
Fine Arts —On Monday last, the gallery of the Acade- la , 
my of Design was opened for special visiters. We shall "'“* one Reams tongeties, and Antheny's Cue eraten has 


notice this institution more at length hereafter 


Sunday School Union.—The anniversary meeting of this 
admirable society was held on Tuesday last. 


as frequently been laughed at, from the current of feeling 
by some ) 
warmed aud rivetted 


being * turned awry, blunder in the re- 

_ presentatives of anticnt Rome, as 

; an audience from the absence of this disturbmg ceuse, aud 
The Signorina.—This charming vocalist was to have ap- the undivided interest of its flowing utterance. 

neared on the seventh of April at the Italian opera Paris There is another. and a deeper sin, in the construction of 





William Tell. It is injudiciously involved and wrapped up 
as it were, in a trifling comedy underplot, which frequently 
intrudes upon the serious emotions the more elevated scenes 
give birth to, and come upon the audience in most impet 
tinent guise. But this romantic story, so true in its princi 
pal incidents, and so noble in its objects, is redeemed to the 
reader of taste by its beauties of sentiment, its poetical and 
passionate touches, and the tone of trae pathos which runs 
like a thread of gold through the texture of the piece, The 
story needs no telling—every school-boy has read of, and 
every freeman has admired, the dauntless rustic of Switzer 
land, who achieved the liberty of his country 


* hero of the lakes,’ was a fine 


The personation of the 
effort of Mr. Hamblin’s ; 


chaste, and, in some passages, rather subdued style, which 


it was marked throughout by a 


gave an air of natural suffering to the interviews wit! Al 
bert, and admirably contrasted the father with the hero 
Perhaps, in the scene before Gesler, this feature was too 
much indulged, and tended to soften down, rather than 
harden and elevate the nerves of Tell. The tender age teo 
and childlike form of that precocious little spirit, Miss Lane 
who personated Albert, did not realize the lad whose spring 
ing youth was rapidly to reach his father’s altitude, and to 
become the companien of heroes. Her sprightliness and 
memory are extraordinary, and if pot overworn, her talents 
must render her, with a sound and proper cducation, an ad 
Albert for these ten 


mirable actress. But she cannot look 


, years. 


There are William Tell, where ordinars 
players would have discovered no beauty, but which Mi 
Hamblin seized upon and illustrated with great felicity. In 
the meeting with Melchtal, his mingled horror and rage 
Indeed, the power of expres 


passages in 


was a masterly exhibition, 
sion, in its liveliest sense, is a faculty Mr. Hamblin pos- 
sesses in an eminent degree. We shall not particulariz 
the various beauties he unfolded in Tell; but the effect upor 
the audience, in one passage, may well be named, as con 
firming the justice of our approbation of the general pe: 
formance. ‘The scene is before Gesler and his myrmidon 

Tell. If he were my boy, I'd talk to bim— 

Gesler, Of what? 

Tell. The mother, tyrant, thou wouldst make a widow o 

This was uttered with a look and intonation which car 
ried their full effect. Nor can we omit the mention of that 


acony, and, at the same time, self-possession, depicted on 





his countenance, at the moment he makes (rial of his shil 


in shooting the apple from his son's head. These wer 
strokes of taste and talent, felt and acknowledged by every 
spectator. 

Mr. Hamblin, however, is not a very even performer 
Sometimes an apparent listlessness comes over him; but 


anon, he rouses every feeling Ilis voice, of whose defects 
and limits he is well aware, he manages like an artist—lnus 
banding its power, and using it for great occasions. This iv 
the principal, shall we say, the only defect in Mr. Ham) 
Ilis beauties amply atone for it; bis dis 


each part 


lin’s requisites 
crimination of character is always perceptible ; 
that ' but frequently the 
individual of that species Fell, and 
Romeo, are all distinct embodyings of conception This 


praise no physical deficieney can cloud—no candid critic 


¢ assumes is not only a species, 
Hamlet, Vircinius, 





will deny il 
MARRIED, 

At Troy, on the 30th ult. by the Re C. Mason, Mr 

William H. Sinith, of this city, to Miss Charlotte Young, ot 


the former place 
In this city, on the Ist inst. by the Rev 
Silas White . to Miss Maria Abanartha 
On the 23d ult. by the Rev, My. Levings, Mr. Henry W 
Depew, to Miss Mary Tier 


A. M'Clay, Mr 


On the 30th ult. by the Rev. Dr. M‘'Aulev, Mr. Cornelins 
Smith, to Miss Margaret Mitchell 
On the 27th ult. by the Kev. Mr. Somers, Mr. Samuel 
Frost, to Miss Almira M. Johnson 
DIED, 
On the 39th ult. Mr. Henry Van Felt, jun, aged 31 vear 


Mrs. Winifved Hughes 
Mr. Seth Ely, aged 23 years 
Mrs. Honour Freel 
Mr. Mathew Carroll, aged 45 vear 
On the 4th inst. Mrs. Catharine Ritter, aged 62 ycars 
On the 4th inst. Mr. John Stormes, aged 27 vears 
On the Gth inst. Mrs. Eliza A. Weed, aged 25 year 
The city inspector reports the deaths of seventy -four pr 
sons for the past week 


Ou the Sih ult 
Oa the Zath ult 
On the 30.h ult 


Gn the 2d inst 
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POETRY. 





FOR THE NEW-YORK MIRAON. 
DREAMS. 


Give me to dream of early flowers, 
All slumbering in their heavy dews : 
Soft tears of night, which heaven showers 
Upon their fair and changeful hues! 
Of morning clouds—whose crimson liglit 
Is glimmering in the orient sky, 
As the soft rays shed in their flight, 
While Love’s rose-pinions wandered by 
Give me to dream of shining stars— 
Of lakes, that render back the smile 
Which the pure sky’s deep fountain bears 


Like hopes which fleeting youth beguilc. 


But soon the troubled storm comes on— 
The stars are fading in the sky— 
Their far and joyous beams have gonc 
Which lit the blue infinity ! 
Give to the muse of early youth 
Its songs of tranquil happiness ; 
My sunny childhood's fearless truth, 
Give me its dreams my soul to bless, 
Is summer bright? Our early life 
Is one long bright and cheerful day 
Till fatal time’s relentless knife 
Severs its joys and hopes away ! 
Oh! let me dream of early love— 
Give back its voice to cheat mine ear— 
Like the soft murmurs of a dove, 
How were its echoing numbers dear ! 
Where are they now? the vision fled 
Upon time’s dark and hastening wing ; 
Like soft and precious odour shed 
Upon a deep blue sky of spring 
Yet mourn I not, fond memory ! 
For the cold ashes in thine urn; 
I mourn not, that my spirit’s glee— 
My lightsome heart—may ne'er return 
Nature hath joys serener still— 
The golden sky—the waving wood— 
The glades of spring—the babbling ril! 
Chanting in leafy solitude. 
These are my joy '!—oh blessed God, 
Who wakes the peaceful spring for me: 
Shall I not bow and kiss the rod, 
Where’er my pilgrimage may be’ 
The sun is bright—the blue waves swell, 
And dance beneath its boundless ray ; 
Then let me drink from nature's well 
And litt a thankful heart to pray, 





FROM THE BOSTON STATESMAN 


DISCRIMINATION, 


1 used to love a radiant girl— 
Her lips were like a rose-leaf torn— 
Her heart was as free as a floating cur! 
Or a breeze at morn— 
Her step as light as a Peri’s daughter 
And her eye as soft as gliding water 
Witching thoughts, like things half hid 
Lurked beneath her silken lashes, 
And a modest droop of the veined lid 
Ott hid their Mashes— 
Sut to me the charm was more complet 
As the blush stole up its fringe to meet 
Paint me love as a honey bee— 
Rosy mouths are things to sip— 
Nothing was ever so sweet to ux 
As Marion's lip— 
rill I learned that a deeper magic lic. 
In kissing the lids of her closed ey 


jler sweet brow T seldom touch, 
Save to part her raven hair— 
Mer bright cheek I gaze on much— 
Her white band is fair— 
But none of these—I've tried them all— 
Is like kissing her eyes as the lashes fal! 


W.G.c 
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FOR THE NEW-YOBK MIRAOR. 
LAURA. 


I met her at a radiant hall, 

Where bridal splendour shone, and all 
Of mirthful lips, and lighted eyes, 
Appeared like vivid memories ; 

I heard the music round me breathe— 

I saw in cheeks the blushes wreathe— 
The shaded brow—the creeping smile— 
The hallowed rite that passed the while— 
And feet in dancing beauty fly ; 

But nothing held my roving eye, 

Save Laura—spirit of that night! 

Each wanderer’s star !—each heart's delight ! 
And could | help it? she was one— 

A sparkle of Italia’s sun! 

A being deeply delicate, 

And to the gazer’s life a fate! 

On her the coldest eye would melt 

To tears; and thicker shades be felt 
Than what the hours of death impart 

To the wild ruins of the heart. 


Oh! I have drank the loveliness 

That floatec with her auburn tress— 
That grew in flowers upon her cheek, 
With light that made her features speak— 
And felt, when with her presence thrilled, 
By every wild emotion filled, 

She was, when forth on pleasure’s wing, 
So beautiful, so pure a thing! 

But now a change is on me, I 

For Laura seldom breathe a sigh; 

And when I do, my hope is passed 

That it may be the very last. 

Her eye is flashing on me yet, 

With light that love hath vever met ; 
Her cheek is blossoming, aud fair 

Are all the wavy colours there ;— 

Her lip, her tress, her shaded brow, 
Are beautiful; but have not now 

A single spell. Her reign is o'er, 

Aad I'm a worshipper no more— 

No more! and oh, would I were buried 
Or Laura and myself—unmarried. 


FROM THE UNITED STATES LITERARY GAZETTE 
A SIMPLE STORY, 


There never was a gentler creature, 
In city, village, or in town, 
Ov one of lovelier heart and feature, 
Or better taught, than Anne Brown 
Her step was like the antelope’s, 
Her eye beamed like a startled kid's, 
Her cheek soft blushing with the hopes 
That youth into existence bids. 
The village loved her, friendship hushed it— 
And if the tale of slander came, 
Both old and young rose up and crushed it 
And fixed on other cheeks the shame 
Iwas seldors needed—female virtue 
Has in itself protection strong! 
And maidens, if the viper burt you, 
It must be ye are in the wrong 


There came one day, to woo the maiden 
A sparkling youth in courtly guise— 

A rural lad, with spring flowers laden, 
To win to love the beauteous prize 

She takes—oh, simple girl—the forme: 
And sends the village swain away : 

She'll find, alas! his ebttage warmer 
Than the proud dwelling of Jack Gray 

She married Jack—he spent his living 
In thrittless aims and deadly brawls 

And she, his wiekedness forgiving, 
Dwelt ee 5 his lonely halls 

It seemed as if soft form melted, 
So thin and colourless she grew ; 

And they who saw how sorrow pelted, 
Deemed that her days on earth were few 


He died—but not till his last shilling 
Had wanton woman’s cravings fed— 
Had left her pennyless, but willing 
To earn by honest toil her bread 
She leaves the city and its glitter; 
Its grandeur oft from peace apart; 
Deemed her native village fitter 
To hide her broken hopes and heart. 
She reached it—scarce her mother knew her. 
So blanched her cheek and sunk her eyc ; 
And the old triends that gathered to her, 
Deemed ‘twas a phantom flitting by. 
They pressed her hands—and some are kissing— 
Try every art to make her glad; 
None from the joyful group are missing, 
E'en Willie comes, the baffled lad. 
Hope, and kind nursing, to health brought hey 
Again the rose bloomed on her cheek ; 
And lovers gay and wealthy sought her, 
But grief has made her wishes meek. 
She thanks them for their splendid proffers 
Of jewels and rich trappings gay ; 
But says she better likes the offers 
That Willie makes the widow Gray 








TWO MAIDENS. 
BY MRS. CORNELIA HALE. 
One came—with light and laughing air 

And cheek like opening blossom, 
Bright gems were twined amid her hair, 

And glittered on her bosom, 

And pearls and costly bracelets deck 
Her round white arsns and lovely neck 
Like summer's sky, with stars bedight 

The jewelled robe around her, 

And dazzling as the noontide light, 

The radiant zone that bound her; 
And pride and joy were in ber eye, 
And mortals bowed as she passed by 
Another came—o’er |r mild face 

A pensive shade was stealing ; 

Yet there no grief of earth we trace, 

But that deep, holy feeling, 

Which mourns the heart should ever stray 
From the pure fount of truth away. 
Around her brow, as snow-drop fair, 

The glossy tresses cluster; 

Nor pearl, nor ornament was there, 

Save the meek spirit’s lustre— 

And faith and hope beamed from her eye 
And angels bowed as she passed by. 





THE WIFE'S ADIEU. 
I soar to the realms of the bright and the blest, 
Where the mourners are solaced, and the weary at rest 
I rise to my glories, while thou must remain 
In this dark world of tears, to dejection and pain 
And hence, though my heart throbs, exultant to die 
And visions of glory expand to mine eye, 
The bosom that struggles and pants to be free, 
Still beats with regret and affection for thee. 
1 fear not another, more fond and more fair, 
When I| am forgotten, thy fortunes should share ; 
O! find but a bosom devoted as mine, 
And my heart’s latest blessing for ever be thine ! 
] fear that the stroke that now rends us apart, 
From the faith of the Christian should sever thy heait 
Lest, seeking in anguish relief from despair, 
The vain world should lure thee to look for it there 
But oh! should it tempt thee awhile *o resign 
A treasure so precious, a hope so divine ; 
Should the light of his glory be hidden from ther 
In the hour of thy darkness, O think upon me! 
Remember the hope that enlivens me now, 
Though the dews of the grave are damp on my brow ; 
The faith that has nerved me witb transport to sce 
The hour of my doom, though it tears me from thee 
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